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$l)e Citcljfulfc inquirer 
it PtlBLISHBU EVERT THURHDAY MORNING OK TM» 

Third Floor oi Tub Enquirer Building >t 

JAMES HUMPHREY, Jr. 

TERMS. 
Subscription per Annum : 

Tillage aubscriber* (by carrier,) and aingl# 
mail anbacribers— in advance.•6® 

Town anbacribera (off th# carrier ■ route,) 
and mail aubecribere, in bundle#, im a»- 

▼ARM.••••••••;.1 2‘ 
Postage Free within thi* County. 

ADvaRTisiNn : 

Fourteen line# or iesa—1, 2 or 8 week#... .$1 00 

kecb continuance thereafter per week- 20 

Frobat* and other legal notice* at the uaual rate*. 

Yearly and other regular advertiaer* charged 
teoording to apace occupied. 

JOB PRINTING. 

HAVING recently added to our Job Depart- 
inent one of GORDON’S 

MeHr * Lightning’ Job A Card Preaaen. 
aad a number of fonts of new and beautiful Card 
aad Job Type, from th# foundry of Mesara. Con- 
st r It Son*, eu that our facilitiea for executing all 
kind* of 

JOB AND CARD PRINTING 
ar* not surpassed by any establishment in the 
Slut*. ff» solicit ths patronage of our friend# 
and th* public generally, with th* aaaurance that 
their favor* will be executed with promptniaa, 
an 1 at the lowest living prices. 

Among th* many article* printed at eur estab- ! 
liehinent ar* the following : 

ADDRESSES, 
BLANKS *f all klndi. 

BRONZING, all color*, 
BUSINESS CARDS, 

BOOKS. 
BILL HEADS, 

BY-LAWS, 
BANK CHECKS, 

BANK WORK *f every description, 
CARDS, 

CATALOGUES. 
CIRCULARS 

DRAFTS | 
Plain and fancy 

Labels. 
In Blaek and Colored Inks, or Bronae of every ! 

abed*, on White or Fancy Colored Paper. j 
WEDDING and VISITING CARDS, 

BANDBILUJ, HEADINGS, TICKETS, 
MANUFACTURERS' LABELS, 

PAMPHLETS, POS1ERS. 
PROGRAMMES. SERMONS. ! 

SHOP and STAGE BILLS, 
he., he in every atyle. 

Alwayi *n band, a good atoek of plain, enam 

• lad, and fancr white and colorod 

Garda, 
and, in feet, every tiling in thi* branch of the 

j beaiae.e, adapted to every description rf wmk- 

JAMES HUMPHREY, Jr. 

ICn**isaa Joe Orne*. Nov. 15. 1 So4.*. 

I ha Parle Collcsiatc Institute j 
LITCHFIELD, CONN., 

HINDER Ilia management of lh» lit*. Dr 

U .Ivans IlicavRos. assisted Lv well quail lied 
laatiuctora Full course of English ami Claseiual 
at'i lies, witti th# Modern Languages. Muaic and 

Drawing. Ever* advantage i« afforded for obtan.- 

iaj a anbstanti.lL useful and accomplished educa- 

liea. Term* moderate for board and tuition. 

Pupil* received at anv time. For circular*, ad- 

4res* Dr J. RICHARDS, Principal. | 
II __| 

I THREE STARTLING SITUATIONS 

| My existence, I am happy to say, has no 
been what any conscientious “gentlemai 
connected with the press” would feel liimsel 
justified in calling “ checkered.” I did no 

begin life as the heir to a dukedom, find my 
self at twenty-one to have been illegitimate 
and eventually in a position to dictate t< 
some popular author, from the sick-ward o 

a union workhouse, the interesting raw ina 

teriais of his novelette, The Falling Star 
Neither did I begiu life a lad in the knife 
house, and 

Creeping up from high to higher, 
Become on Fortune’s crowning slope, 
The centre of a Ward’s desire, 
And fit with Aldermen to cope. 

The prayer of my godfather for me was like 
Agar’s, that I should have neither riches noi 

poverty; he left me that much-abused inheri- 
tance—which, to a reasonable man, is never 

thelcss the best in the world, since it enable! 
him to pursue nil good objects for their owi 

sake—“a moderate independence”; and J 
have kept it ever since. 

Hence, 0 reader, it is vain to expect from 
this comfortable quill either soaring flight* 
into the Empyrean (with a large E), 01 

down swoops into the Abysms. I know no 

more of palaces tlinu I do of prisons; and 
yet I have had my three “ starling situa- 
tions” too. Most mortals who have grown 
to be men and women have hud seme expe- 
rience always afterwards observable to their 
minds-eye in the level road of their existen- 
ces, even if they be but the having proposals 
of marriage tendered to them by a blnek 
man; and why not I like the rest? 

First, then, I have had the privilege of be- 
holding a spiritual manifestation—three dis- 
ilinct, or, at all events, separate ghosts at 
the same time. This happened on my way 
from Calais to Paris in the winter of 1832. 
The boat, ns it always docs when I am in it 
—a proof of my honest assertion that there 
is nothing about me unlike what belongs to 
the majority of my fellow-creatures—had 
made an exceedingly bad passage, and I 
landed upon the shores of Frui.ce with a 

vacuum within me that I had yet no desire 
to replenish, llad it been otherwise, there 
was very little time to do it, for the dili- 
gence, uiilike myself, quito full inside, wns 

upon the point of starting, and I climbed up 
in a miserable condition beside the conductor. 
How lie screamed, gesticulated, and cracked 
his prodigious whip like a demon-driver, mid 
it is not necessary, and it would be painful 
to me to describe. I fell asleep as soon as I 
could, and forgot him; and when I woke 
lignin, he was ash ep too, and the horses were 

going at their own sweet will, and puce, which 
latter in France is a very moderate one. I 
I'clt eoid ai d hungry enough, but yet so faint 
ns not to seem equal to the effort of waking 
the driver, and urging him to push onalilt'e 
faster to the next roadside inn; so faint, so 

iliowsv, that no earthly tiling, I think, short 
of mi upset could have roused me up, or 

awakened my interest. No earthly thing, 
perhaps; but what was that running along 
the hedge—on the top of the hedge—upon 
the left hand; running along by the side of 
the diligence, and yet a little in advance, so 

as to turn lack uud look at it, and ut me? 
That woke me soon enough, and most tlior- 
ougli’v. What business Imd Mary Ross, my 
little ward—who hud lately been left a widow 
with two children, and whom I had bidden 
good-bye to only a few days before—what 
business, I say, hud the to be running atop 
of a roadside hedge between Calais and Paris 
ut midnight, always keeping her head turned 
round, uud her evt-s fixed upon me? There 
was not tlie least doubt of it being Mary, 
iltiiough 1 had never seeu her with that look 
.f .l_t_*__ i_e_ .r_ » 

st. J alien Eatlnff Snloou, 

IX THE " LITCHFIELD HOUSE BUILDINO." 

L ncuriKLD, coxy. 

IS now opened for the aocomraodatien of the 

publl* end cltlieni of Litchfield County. 
W* ere prepared to serve OYSTERS in different : 

etylee— raw. dewed and roaatrd. 
Also, inma good No. 1 TRIPE, aerved up to | 

suit cnetnmer*. 
HOT COFFEE. FRESH BOILED EGGS, PIES 

aad CAKES alwayi on hand, for sale bv the quan- 
tity. Ac. Only beverage ALE and CIDER. 

Oyster* for eal* by the quart or gallon at 
MARKET PRICES. , 

01 VS US A CALL t 
• eoaei W. WaaiLra. Woloott WaaiLaa. 
lull 

RAVES A SATfLES, Attorney* and 

JT Counsellor* at-Law, 207 Broadway, New ; 
York, (entrance on Fulton street.) 

■i.vbt a aaava* o»o wit. laid satlcs. 

iy*5. j 
ENRT M. DUTTON, Attorney and 
Counsellor-at-Law. Office in Court Houee, i 

Litchfield, Conn. 

WATERBURY ALMANACS for eale bv j 
[40J JOHN H. SMllH. 

AN SION H O U 8 E 
Litchhild, Con*. 

12 8. SPENCER, Proprietor. 

GEO. M. WOODRUFF, Attorney and 
Couneellor-at-Law, Seymour's Building, 

Litchfield. Conn. 28-Sin« 

FD. BEEMAN, Attorney and Counselor 
* at Law. Also, Commissioner of Deed* 

far the States of New Yerk and South Carolina. 
Office in Seymour's Building, South street, Litch- 
field, Ouuu. 

_ 

SETROUR, Attorney and Counsel' 
w lor at Law. Litchfield. Conn. 

w b. bebbbb; 
MJ • Attorney and Counaeller-at Law, Taw Paarroa Hut. Litchfield Co.. Conn. 

CROSSMANFsWh^. Hair-Cutting and 
Wig Making Rooms—under the Mansion 

■owe, Litchfield. 

OBBRT M- TREAT, MamifaetureTofCojn 
8heller*. Chura*, Safety Tug Iron*, gc. 

Snath Parma. Conn. 

GB9R38 A HICKOX, Attorney at Law. 
Office in East street, directly opposite 

the Oougregational church, Litchfield, Conn. 

Ambrotypea! Ambro ypes ! 

THESE popular picture* are taken with great 
success, and at a trifling eapeuse, at 

JUDD'S GALLERY. No. 2 South street. 
Litchfield, Oct. 4,1869. 24 

M VICTOR ALVERGNAT from Paris will con- 
• tluue to give lessons in Prench and Draw- 

lag In connection with the Norfolk Academy, 
under the charge of Mr. Ira W. Pettibone. A. M 
and to private pupils or claim who may wish 
to be Instructed in these brunches. 

M Alvergnat refers by permission to Rev. Jo- 
seph Bid ridge, D. D and to Col. Bobbin* battell. 

Norfolk, Jan. 2. 1880._*7 
Agents Wanted. 

PINO travel aad sell Valuable BOOKS. An in- 
JL duetrioue and enlerpiUIog man cq make 

fifty to aeventy-fiva dollars per month. Apply to 
47-tf] JOHN HINSDALE, W*»t Win.ted.Ct. 

New Crop Porto Rleo Molsnses, 
VKBT NICK, just received by 

F D. MoNETL 

inmuij vii liw IMV.V UVIUI V. A 

mil thankful to think that she never had the 
renson to ask for unythiug, either for herself 
nr others, twice from me. She never looked 
before, but glided swiftly on along the 
hedge; and when a gap or goto intervened, 
seemed to leap it without any spring or unu- 

sual ex-.rlion. When her eyes were not on 

mine, they were fixed on one or other of the 
two fore-wheels of the diligence; and, pres- 
ently, I leaned over to see what was attract- 

ing her in the left-hand one. Georgy was 

there—Georgy Ross, her e'dest son, revolv 
iag with the wheel, and upon its rim, disap- 
pearing and coming up again ns though he 
were bound to it, with his white face upward 
towards me and her, but with shut eyes. His 
brother Charles was ou the other wheel, I 
knew, although, of course, I could not see 

him; and, presently, upon the great empty 
front sent, where there was room for four lie- 
side the driver, there lay stretched on either 
side of me those same two boys, in long white 
dresses, which—since they were dead, poor 
things, as it subsequently turned out—might 
have been shrouds. I had scarcely time to put 
my hands out,right and left, and through each 
of these bare forms, to feel the bare cushion 
of the seat, when the driver, with a burst of 
tacret, woke, and lashed the horses, calling 
them pigs and demons. Then the children 
and their dear mother vanished from my 
sight forever. Being of a phlegmatic, or— 

as I prefer to call it—of a philosophical dis- 
position, I simply entered in my note book, 
writing it there, as 1 sat in the clear moon- 

light, Curious illusion, produced [Decem- 
ber 14, 1832] by hunger and fatigue.” 

Nevertheless, as I sat at breakfast in 
Paris on the moruing of the 19th, I received 
word by post that Mary Ross and her two 
children were all dead of typhus fever. 
“ Mary,” the letter said, kept asking for 
you, William, as though you could have 
saved her little ones, and even after they 
were out of the reach of earthly aid. She 
herself did not survive them more than a few 
hours. They all died on the 14th!” 

y second startling situation’1 was not 

J ^.although the locality was far 
I ..J? j*V°r4uck a phenomenon than he high-road to Pari3-a' fine old manor- house u Staffordshire, that had been a petty stronghold .. the tune of the civil wars Ru 

pert had salhed out of ,t at the head of hi- 
rake-belly Babeaters, and Cromwell had 
stormed it with his Ironsides, smiting A-ma 
—that is to say, its then possessor, Sir 
per Seton—hip and thigh. He was cat t< 
pieces in the great hail, which is now th< 
music-room, or was, in the days I knew it 
and the clash of steel is still to be heart 
there iu wild winter midnights, although 
cannot say that I ever detected it myself, fo 
certain. There were, however, the mos 
mysterious nightly sounds in that old boose 
whose furniture, though good nod costly, wa 
throughout, from ganet to still-room, ex 
ceedmgly ancient I never was, indeed, ii 
•ay dwelling-hone* whom Antiquity had its 
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much her own way. It was full of unneces- 

^ sarv and unexpected flights of stairs, of tor- 
, tuous passages, of long, dark, slippery galle- 
p ries, and especially full of lingering echoes, 

always dying out, and never dead. Nine- 
tenths of the mysterious noises came, of 
course, from these same echoes, but who 

| made the other tenth, and who set the noise 
p going, was a problem not so easily solved. 

Who emptied sacks of potatoes every night 
down the wide uncarpeted oak-stair in the 
aforesaid music-hall, was quite an open ques- 
tion; for everybody agreed, though there 
were no potatoes to be fouud there, that that 
was the operation which the disturbance 
most resembled. Who went about, and 
seemed to listen—with list slippers on—at 
the chamber doors? Who rang the drawing- 
room bells when nothing was wanted, and 
everybody had gone to bed? My answer, on 
account of the philosophic character of my 
nature, was always Rats. The house so 
swarmed with them, that it might have been 
called Rats Castle. The arras in such of 
the chambers as were not in constant use 

; was rat-eaten as well ns moth-eaten. The 
wainscots were riddled by rats; and they 

| were only kept away from the provisions of 
j the household by a patent safe, that was the 
; one modern contrivance in Burlby Hall. 
| Nevertheless, the old place was the very -I home of Christmas hospitality, and had for 
me, who did not care for rats, only one source 

of annoyance: I dared not iudulge in two of 
I mv usual customs—getting up early in the 
morning, and sleep-walking at night, for fear 

j of being shot by Captain Seton—the eldest 
| sou of Sir Arthur—who, enraged by the 
| state of terror in which the female portion of 
the domestics were plunged, perambulated 
the house at all hours with a revolver, where- 
with he had pledged himself to put an end to 
all disturbers of the household peace His 
sisters, being Setons, were, of course, afraid 
of nothing; but I confess that, for my part, 
I did not like that six-barrelled implement of 
the young dragoon at all. The nightly noises, 
however, were no whit decreased by this ama- 

teur watchman; and one December night, 
when a grim north-easter was trying doors 
and windows from without, and the rats 
were at work as usual with their potuto- 
sneks and list-slippers within, ho added con 

; siderably to the general tumult by ringing a 

[ huge hand alarm-bell—which he had had 
! placed in his bedroom in case of such an 
: emergency—and ail the inmates of the man- 
; Sion flocked to the summons as bees are I 
i gathered by the hivesmao We found the j 
captain in his dressing-gown, in the centre of j 

; the western gallery, standing by an ugly 
mark in the pannclling, which he had made 
with the muzzle of his pistol. 

" Here he is,” cried he: “ the fellow went; 
through here. I'll take my oath! I heard 
him listening at my door, and was out in a 

rainul •, taking a snap-shot at him, but the 
thing missed fire.” 

Heard whom? heard whom?” inquired 
Sir Arthur. 

" I don’t know; how should I?” replied 
the young man. “Perhaps a ghost; or if' 
not, somebody who wag never so m ar being j 
a ghost, I'll warrant him, as he was five min- I 
utes back. I’ll have this pnnrel broken in. j 

1 

No, father, we’ll not leave it till to-morrow, 
; if you please; that’s how these things gj on— 

let’s do it at once. There’s a pickaxe in the 
stable-yard; go and fetch it, Thomas.” 

So the pickaxe was brought, and—Sir 
Arthur willingly nssenting—we broke up the 
black o ik pannclling into a hundred splint- 
ers, and then through a thick stone wuli, 
without a hinge'or entrance, as it seemed, of j 
any kind in it, into a chamber, of the exist- 
ence of w hich no person in the bouse had j 
ever knowu. A modern chamber—a small 
sitting-room, barely furnished with chairs and 
table of a date of construction later at least 
by two hundred years than anything in the 
house, except the patent safe; but there were 

no windows to tho room, nor uny means of 
ingress that could be discovered, save that 
very rough one of our own. 1 do not think 
that either ghost or burglar could have 
affected us all more strangely than the sight 
of that untenanted and unknown modern 
room. It is still to be seen in the west gal- 
lery of Burlby Hall, the sole approach to it 
—for the Setons will have it—yet lying open 
between the splintered planks and broken 
stone-work, as when it was first found. The 
mystery concerning it and its occupants—it 
any—is still unsolved, and the rats make 

i just us much noise about the grand old place 
1 as ever. 

_1. .K1- __*__i 

the apparition was not in this apartment, 
there was nothing left bnt the conclusion 
that he had made his way along a narrow 

ledge of not more than four inches broad, to 
some other house to the right of ours, and 
that with the most excessive quickness. The 
ledge was at least forty feet perpendicular 

1 above a crowded street, with no other resting- 
place between it and the ground, and in fnll 
view of all passers-by, some of whom would 
have been surely attracted by the spectacle 
of a naked scarlet man balancing himself up- 
on next to nothing over their heads. The 
matter indeed seemed inexplicable, but stil! 
I felt it my duty to persevere in my investi- 
gations, since the minds of both my wife 
and daughter had been greatly shaken by 
the occurrence, and if I could only find 
some reasonable explanation, I knew that 
half that mischief would be doue away with. 
I spared, therefore, neither pains nor money 
to this end. The police were set to work; 
a reward was offered for the discovery of the 
person who had committed the outrage; and 
all passengers through the street in question 
upon that morning, between 10 and 10.15, 
were exhorted to come forward and witness 
to any peculiar appearance visible, at that 
time and place. All, however, was in vain, 
until about a fortuight afterwards. The 
subject was by that time avoided by us as 
much as possible, while the ladies were pres- 
ent; but one forenoon, while nay son and I 
were speaking of it as the maid was laying 
the luncheon-cloth, he observed: “Do you 
know, father, I have been thinking a good 
deal about the odd appearance of that hor- 
rible man’s head, aud I have come to the 
conclusion that it waB not bald at all, but 
shaved.” 

DOOMED TO DEATH. 
Not very long subsequent to the time 

when the pilfering of a loaf of bread by 
starving fingers was held deserving of Death 
by our bloody statute-book, and when Bur- 
glary was Death, aud Forgery was Death, 
equally with Murder, and when Murder by 
consequence was three times more rife than 
it is now, I was chaplain to a county jail. 
I was not resident there, nor even bound to 
be there regularly, as would now be the 
case, except on the Sunday, but I was call- 
ed in when any one was lying under the 
capital sentence—with six days left to him 
or her in this world at the furthest—almost 
along with the sheriff and the executioner. 
I was, as it were, the shadow of the gal- 
lows-tree, and predicted its approach as 

surely, if not, as 1 humbly hope, so darkly 
and despairingly. Nevertheless, it is far 
harder than some persous would have us 

imagine to make a doomed man take a 

trustful view of that Dark Gulf which lies 
so immediately before him. 

When a man is ever so ill, Death is not 
certain; and with all his often large and 
genuine acceptance of religious consolation, 
he still keeps a private corner of his heart 
for earthly hope. Since Providence, as we 
tell him, and he allows, is so merciful and 
omnipotent, Provideuce, says he to himself, 
can save body as well as soul. When a sol- 
dier or a sailor volunteers upon a service, 
however dangerous, he has a secret expecta- 
tion of coming out alive from it after all. 
Far be it from me—who have stood by a 

hundred death-beds, aud know well that 
Death is met, in the large majority of cases, 
with exceeding fortitude—to uuder-rate the 
courage of my fellow-creatures; but I do af- 
firm that the hope of life—that is, the 
chance of its not being extinguished—is far 
more necessary to the doing of great deeds 
than poor boastful human nature is apt to 
own. The heroic acts that have been per- 
formed at extreme risk by the noblest of our 

fellow-creutures, are uumberlcss; the heroic 
acts that have been performed with death 
for their certain end, are excessively rare; 
and the greater part of even those will be 
found to have been anticipations of doom— 
if Death hurt not been forced to make his 
spring, he was lying in wait, and sure of his 
prey in any ease. 

Thus the thoughts of almost every man 
condemned to die by the law are tuken up 
with, and concentrated upon, the hope of a 

reprieve. Notwithstanding that in many 
cases the doomed person is ready to admit 
the justice of his sentence—although I have 
my doubts whether there is much genuine 
candor in that statement, and am of opin- 
ion that it is commonly made with some dim 
piteous notion of exciting commiseration, and 
eventually pardon—yet, it being in the pow- 
er of his brother-men to save his life, the 
raking of it seems to him to be an action ab 
solntely monstrous aud incredible. That the 
prison authorities, the government, the na- 

tion, the whole world, should quietly suffer 
him to be led out under the open sky, und 
in the fuce of a great multitude, to be put 
to death—to be hung by the neck till he is 
dead—appears to him not only revolting,but 
(although lie knows it has happened to hun- 
dreds of others before him) a thing utterly 
inconceivable. He shuts his eyes to the 
fate awaiting him, as long as he can, almo-t 
always up to the last night he has to live, 
very often up to the moment when he sets 
his foot upon the scaffold itself. I believe 
that, in the majority of cases, the entire en- 

ergies of the unfortunate wretch are direct- 
ed to this one impossible attempt of gaining 
a reprieve. I mistrust for the most part, 1 
am sorry to say, even his willing acceptance 
of my good offices, of my fervent endeavors 
to call his attention to more important mat- 
ters. ‘More important?’ thinks he. ‘What 
can be more important to a man than the 
question of whether he is to die on Monday, 
Tuesday, to-morrow, in an hour perhaps—or 
whether he is to Live?’ 

T fear I Itli'w-L* mnmr ivrrflitr nnpsnnc 

uooa,' saia X. "I’m pretty snre, my 
lad, you’re right; and in that case, he must 
have been an escaped lunatic. This gives 
us a clue”- 

"Please sir,” interrupted the maid with a 

courtesy, “Mr. John Stokes, at No. 23, av 
ad is ead shaved lately for scarlet fever.” 

“For scarlet fever,” cried I; Eureka, 
Eureka !” and I clapped my hat on, and 
rushed off to No. 23 like a lunatic myself. 

Mr. John Stokes was still grievously ill, 
and not to be seen by anybody but his law- 
yer, said the servant. 

“And uni I not his lawyer, my good man? 
Can’t you see?” 

So I went up, as I had conjectured would 
be the case, to the third story, the same in 
which was our own sitting-room iu No 19. 
Poor Mr. John Stokes was lying in bed— 
and luckily, fast asleep—with the identical 
shaved head and scarlet face that had been 
so impressed upon all our memories. 

“He has been delirious for days, poor 
fellow,’’ said the nurse; “and it would be a 

pity to wake him for any business matter— 
would it not?” 

I said that it would be a great pity, and 
that it was not to be thought of; and then 
asked whether the sick man was ever left 
alone. 

"Never, sir.” 
“Are you quite sure of that?” said I se- 

verely. 
"Well, sir, I may say “never;” that is, 

except just for my going down stairs for his 
breakfast.” 

“And what time does he breakfast?” 
“Well, sir, about ten o’clock.” 
"Between ten and a quarter past, I sup- 

pose?” 
“Yes, sir,” replied the astonished nurse; 

"just so.” 
The window nearest to onr house was, I 

round, unbolted. It was cleur that Mr. 
John Stokes—who afterwards got well of 
his fever, and, I hope, recovered his hair— 
was the apparition that had so spoiled our 

breakfast a fortnight ago, and set our diges- 
tions wrong ever since. 

The only mystery remaining was how, 
even in delirium, human feet could have 
remaiued invisible to any eyes save ours. 

Adulterated Liquors.—Dr. Hiram Cox, 
the Cincinnati inspector, has published many 

deeply interesting facts of his experience in 
testing liquors sold in that city. In 700 in- 
spections of stores and lots of liquors of ev- 

ery variety, he found that 90 per cent were 

impregnated with the most pernicious and 
poisonous ingredients. Nineteen young 
men. all sons of resjiectnble citizens, were 
killed outright by only three months’ drink- 
ing of these poisoned liquors. Mirny older 
men, who were only moderate drinkers, died 
within the same period of delirium tremens, 
brought on in one quarter of the time usual, 
even with confirmed drunkards, by drinking 
this same poison Of 400 insane patients, 
he found that two-thirds had lost their rea- 

son from that cause. Many of them were 

boys under age. One boy of 17 was made 
insane by the poison from being drunk only 
once. Seeing two men drinking in a grog 
shop, and that the whiskey was so strong 
that it eutualiy caused tears to flow from 
the eyes of one of them, the doctor obtained 
some of it and applied bis tests. He found 
it to contain only 17 per ceut of alcohol, 
when it should have contained 4f, and that 
the difference was supplied by sulphuric 
acid, red pepper, caustic, potassa and strych- 
nine. A pint of this liquor contained en- 

ough poison to kill the strougest man. The 
man who had manufactured it had grown 
wealthy by producing it. 

Wht so much Beautt in Poland ?— 
Because, says Bayard Taylor, there girls do 
not jump from infancy to young ladyhood. 
They are uot sent from the cradle to the 
parlor, to sit still and look pretty. No, 
they are treated as they should be. Dur- 
ing childhood, which extends through a pe- 
riod of years, they are plainly and Ioose'y 
dressed, and allowed to run, romp and play 
in the opeu air. They take in sunshine as 
the flower. They are not loaded down, 
girded about, and oppressed with countless 
frills, and superabundant flouuces, so as to 
be admired for their much clothing. Nor 
are they rendered delicate and dyspeptic by 
continual stuffing with candies and sweet 
cakes, os are the majority of American chil- 
dren. Plain, simple fu*£ ^rec and various 
exercise, and abonffl^Ja. mshinc during 
the whole'period of£ —»' are the secrets 
of beauty in after lh-- ^d 

To Pestbov Cbickjcts.—Scotch snuff pot 
on the boles where crickets coiqe ont, will 
destroy them. 

Words or Truth.—Why are women, 
grown bad, worse than men? became the 

! corruption of the best turns to the worst. 

who read this sitting by their firesides with 
a eravat round their necks instead of a rope, 
when I say that this state of mind in con- 

demned persons is not outrageous, nor to be 
greatly reprobated. Felons, as a general 
rule, arc uneducated, irreligious, wicked 
folks, who have never thought—I do not 

say of the Great Hereafter, but—of any- 
thing whatever beyond the gratification of 
some mean and present desire. Within the 
limit of six days, it would be difficult indeed 
for the best directed efforts to alter, to re- 

verse such natures; but when, in addition, 
tlie minds of those with whom we have to 
deal are preoccupied with one overwhelming 
terror, made darker by the intervals of 
frenzied hopes—the ignes fatui of a reprieve 
—our task is arduous indeed. I say noth- 
ing of its painful and affecting nature; of the 
watching of the ill-coucealed anxieties, the 
trembling expectations fated to end in dis- 
appointment, the useless flutterings of the 
tethered bird. If it rested with us jail- 
chaplaius, there certainly would be no more 

capital punishments. It may be urged, and 
perhaps with reason, that we are not quite 
lilted to be judges of such a matter, nor do 
I wisli to argue the question here ; only let 
no man imagine that “an eye for an eye,! 
and a tootli for a tooth.” is the measure that j 
is accorded to the murderer ; that we but' 
do uuto him as lie lias done unto his fellow. 
He did not tell his victim that he should 

1 surely die at the end of a certain nomher of 
days und at a certain lionr, and, keeping him 
shut no until that hour, then carry out his 
deadly threat. During that same interval, 
a doomed mau dies sometimes five hundred 
deaths. There is no such thing as a man 

being “game” then, whatever umy happen 
in the last scene of ail, when there are a 
thousand ruffian hands to nppland his as- 

sumed fortitude. Tiic jailer, who is always 
in the condemned ceil to guard against the 
poor wretch laying violent hands upon him- 
self is not appreciative of any such display ; 
and though an atheist’s laugh” may be 
some exchange for “ Deity offended,” no 

man alone, and without that hideous sympa- 
thy, will defy God. I have seen doomed 
men in almost every disposition of mind— 
sunk in the stnpor of despair, graceless, fu- 
rious, malignant, aud even in rare cases af- 
fectpdly jocose (by far the most alone with 
myself and the jailer, I have never known 
one to be what is called “ game,” nor, as I 
before said, have I ever known—upon look- 
ing back upon all the circumstances, although 
I may hare been deceived at the time—one 
doomed person not at times buoyed up by a 

secret or expressed hope of escaping bis fate. 
There were two cases of this kind ip the 

J VIIIUI Ui*-yiv wu>VUkUI V WVUIIVU 

to me ia broad daylight, when it is especial- 
ly creditable to a situation to be start- 

ling,” as mine undoubtedly was. I was in 
Chester, residing with my family, consisting 

j cf my wife and a grown-up son and daugh- 
ter, in temporary lodgings, three stories high, 
but otherwise very convenient. It was ten 
o’clock in the morning, but, I am ashamed 
to say, we were still at breakfast, for we 

were away from home on pleasure, and had 
fallen into all sorts of idle habits. Onr con- 

versation happened to be njion an incivility 
my wife had met with in the town on the 
preceding day. Some coal-heavers were un- 

carting coal upon the pavement, and the 
roadway being very wet, she had asked them 
to desist from their occupation for a moment, 

: so that she might pass. They did so, but 
not without one of them observing: And 

! how do you think we should get our work 
j done, missis, if we were to wait for every fool 
as goes by?” We were expressing our hope 
that this gentleman’s remark was not an ex- 

i amplification of Chester manners, when the 

| third window of onr room—that furthest 
: from the breakfast table—was violently 
tbrowu open, and the head and unclothed 
shoulders of & man thrust themselves in- 
wards. My son and I were so overcome 
with astonishment, and the ladies with ter- 
ror, that it must have beeu nearly a full 
minute before I stooped down for the poker, 
during the whole of which interval be made 
the most hideous grimaces it is possible to 
couceive. Independently of these, his nat- 
ural ugliness was excessive,, he being perfect- 
ly bald, and of a bright scarlet color—such a 

1 complexion as I bad never before seen on any 
j nan. As I ran at him, poker in hand, be 

j slammed down the window, and before I 
[ C0Qld open it, was ont of sight. Wonderfnl 
r 

M bis appearance,his disappearance 
t rvi!* ■ 

™ore ®°< and indeed inexplicable. The wiadov which had been thrown np was 
> a half-window—that is to say, it was common 

to oar room and the next to it, which also 
belonged to the same house, bat was at that 1 time uninhabited and locked np. Having * tatitled ourselves bv a thorough search that 
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[jail wherein I officiated, which, coming ui 
[ der my notice at precisely the same periot 
exhibited singular diversities. 

Mary B-was condemned to death fo 
the murder, by poison, of her own siste 
for whose husband she had conceived 
guilty passion. There was no doubt of he 
having committed the crime, or of her hat 
ing deserved the punishment. She hat 
when I first saw her, nearly a week to live 
it being about that time to the eusuinj 
Monday. She told me, in onr first interview 
of how many minutes that space consisted- 
for she had been allowed a pencil, witl 
which (closely watched lest she should swa 

low it) she had made the calculation—an 
“ there are one hundred and ticcnly gone ! 
she whispered with a shudder, when I too 

my first leave of her. The female jaile 
told me that, during this poor creature’ 
last two or three days, whenever the grea 
jail-clock struck the hour overhead, sh 
would scream like one in pain ; and upo 
waking in the mornings, would ask with ea 

gerness whnt time it was, aud then bemoai 
herself that she had slept so late. Thosi 
hours—passed in a miserable cell, shut ou 
from any sight of the green earth (for i 
was mid-July,) and almost every sound, ex 

cept that the hum of the town beneath carm 

up thither to remind her of the world witl 
which she was never more to mix—mus 
surely have been wretched indeed ; and ye 
her cry was, Oh, that they might b 
again 1” Notwithstanding her evident ago 
ny at the thoughts of her approaching end 
she actually attempted to anticipate it b; 
some twenty-fonr hours by suicide ; or rath 
er, I think, she pretended to attempt it 
with some faint notion that such an evidenc 
of her utter misery might procure her par 
don ; for these miserable persons always ira 
agine, in their frenzied terror, that the gov 
ernor, the chaplain, nay, the very jailer him 
self, has power in the matter, and could ge 
them off, or at least respited, if in 
pleased. How often, when I have beet 
leaving some poor wretch’s cell with tin 
comfortable hope that what had been s< 

greedily listened to by the ear, tnny liavi 
taken root in the heart also, have I beet 
suddenly made conscious of the real motiv 
that had actuated my unhappy convert, b; 
his plucking my sleeve, and whispering in t 
tone of heartfelt earnestness which then 
was no mistaking : 

“ And you will tell then 
that I am penitent, chaplain ; and that ii 
will co no harm to let me live or by somi 
assurance reiterated for the thousand) timi 
that lie is an innocent man. All those win 
have had any experience in this matter, per 
eeive the folly of the assertion that pena 
servitude, or any other punishment that cai 
be possibly devised, is, or can be eqtiully 
dreaded with that of death itself. Mci 
fear it every whit us much as women, vvhc 
commonly fall after their sentence into a kind 
of stupor ; and the case of Mary B- 
was by no means worse than that of malt 
convicts I have known. When not in u 
state of agonized despair, The king ! 
“The good king !” “The merciful king I’ 
was perpetually in her month ; and if he 
could only know of her condition, she ex- 

pressed her confidence that he would have 
saved her. Her cell-door was never opened 
unexpectedly without her looking up at it 
with an air of hopeful eagerness. Again, 
witii a curious inconsistency, she would some 
times ask the minutest questions regarding 
the place of execution ; whether it was in 
the prison yard, or on the hill behind tin 
jail ; and on being told the latter, inquired 
how many persons it was likely would b( 
there to see it.” She always spoke of liei 
execution as “ it.” Her last night slit 
spent at the bars of her cell window, drink 
ing in the quiet of the stars, and taking 
farewell, as it seemed, of tin ir ineffable beau- 
ty. But this p!iase of her conduct was ex- 

ceptional ; and I believe that from the hour 
of her conviction to that of her death, the 
thought of a reprieve was never out of liei 
waking mind for many consecutive minutes. 
When she slept, however, poor girl—for she 
was scarcely a grown woman—she dreamed 
of the days of her innocence ; generally, as 

she told me, of her childhood ; and her last 
look upon the scaffold was directed behind 
her, towards the jail, whence, as she knew, 
» reprieve, it reprieve there was, must ue 

nessarily come. 

1 !ne,ot p't,reu80l,a •or not purchasing the 
I, body of Robert S-. 8 

“The tact is,” said he,“I bought that poor fellow’s carcass once before. He was hung r for burglary two years ago in the next coun- 
’> ty, and was carried to my house after exe- 
a cution. He frightened Mrs. M-a good r deal that night by the noise he made with 
'* his returning animation It w-a- annoying 

of course, but my trade being to cure, and 
not to kill, I was obliged to do what I could 

> for him, and he was well in a fortnight; and 
• yet that lesson, severe ns it was, had, you 
~ 

sec, no effect n|K>n him, and ha has now 
1 been hung iu real earnest. He did not know 

that I was to be the doctor seut for, and 
| was taken terribly aback when he saw me. 

The rascal had never returned me my ten 
1 pounds, you see, and I was not going to pay r for the snme thing twice over. 1 should hare 
s declined any further dealings with him, be- 
t sides, since his manner assured me that he 
1 had some device in his head of escaping the 
1 hangman yet. I have found out what that 

was cow, for, between ourselves, I did get 
1 the body after ull. He did not trust to 
! chance, which through the mismanagement 

of the rope saved him on the former occu- 
sion, but had provided himself with a silver 
tube—a tiling not of the slightest use, poor 
fellow, but which many of his class pnt an 

1 implicit trust iu—which he managed to keep 
about him, nnd to placo unobserved in hie 
throat on the fatal morning. I found it 

• there myself.” 
Thus even in the case which I had judged 

to be au exception to the general rule, the 
one cuuse of apparent fortitude in the per- 
son irrevocably doomed to Death, was tba 

> secret hope of escaping it 
—-- ^ > —— 

USEFUL RECIPES. 
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eight pounds, strained honey one and one 
■ half pounds, boiling water three pounds, 

peppermint essence twelve drops, mix them 
well together, heat it until the scum rises, 
then skim and strain. 

Cider Cake.—One pound of butter, one 
pound of sugar, four eggs well beaten to- 
gether. Dissolve two teaspoonsful of soda 
in one pint of cider, and pour into tbe pre- 
vious mixture, and then stir in gradually 
two pounds of flour. Cloves and mace are 
the best seasoning. Any fruit can be ad- 
ded, either raisins, currants or citron. This 
makes two large loaves. It should be baked 
three hours with a sternly heat. 

Rich Loaf Cake.—Three-fourths of a 

pound of sugar, three-fourths of n pound of 
butter, six eggs, half a cup of molasses, one 

pound of flour, one pound of currants, one 

tcaspoonful of cloves, one teaspoonful of 
cinnamon, one tenspoouful of nutmeg, one 

teaspoonsful of soda, one pound of raisins 
chopped fine, half a pound of citron. 

Milk Biscuit—One pound of floor, quar- 
ter of a pound of butter, quarter of a pound 
of sugar, one and a half tencupful of milk, 
one egg, one wine-glassful of yeast, a tea- 
spoonful of spice, and six ounces of flour to 
mix with. Make into a fine, light dough, 
and bake them in tins, or iu pans. 

Jenny Lind Cake.—One cup of butter, 
two cups of sugar, one cap of milk, six eggs 
well beaten, yolks and whites separately— 
the whites should be kept until everything 
else is done and then added—four cups of 
flour, into which two teaspoonsful of cream 
tartar should be well stirred, flavor with 
lemon. 

Potato Bread.—Boil nnd pen! a dozen 
mealy potutocs ; rub them through a sieve, 
mix them thoroughly with twice the quanti- 
ty of flour or meal, add sufficient water to 

! make a dough of the ordinary consistence, 
| ferment in the usnal way witli hop or potato 
yeast, and bake iu rather a hot oven. 

Temperance Cake.—One cup of milk, one 

cup of sugar, one tablcspoonful of butter, 
one teaspoonful of sodu, and flour to make 
it as stiff as cup cuke. This should be eat- 
en new, as it soon dries if kept. Most per- 
sons like it best eaten with butter. It may 
bo baked in a small loaf or iu tins. 

Potato Cake3 —Mash boiled potatoes 
until smooth, nnd knead with flour to tbe 
consistency of light dough ; roll it about an 

inch thick, cut in any form deRircd, prick 
witli a fork, and bake on a griddle. 

Rice Bread.—To one pint of rice boiled 
soft und two quarts of wheat meal, add a 
handful of Indian meal ; mix with milk to 
mould it like wheat broad, and rise with 
yeast. 

Divorces in Connecticut.—A clerical 
gentleman of Hartford once atterded the 
House of Representatives to read prayers; 
and being politely requested to remain seat- 
ed near the Speaker during tbe debate, be 
found himself the spectator of an unmarry- 
ing process, so alien to his own vocation, nnd 
so characteristic of the Legislature of Con- 
necticut, that the resqlt'wus the following: 

impromptu. 

Addressed, by a priest to the Legislature of 
Connecticut, 

1 lie case of Robert S-, under sen- 
tence of death at the same time, exhibited n 
marked contrast to that of this unfortunate 
woman, lie had been convicted of burgla- 
ry with violence, and there having been n 

[irevious conviction recorded against him, tin 
law as it then stood, would most certainly 
take its course. He seemed fully to under- 
stand and even acquiesce in this. Tile law 
and lie, as it seemed to him, had been opci 
enemies all his life, and at last the law hail 
got the better of him.- When the judgi 
had told him to dismiss from his mind ul 
hope of earthly pardon, ho did dismiss it. 1 
always found him, if not resigned and peni- 
tent, ut least respectful and uncomplaining 
He was grossly ignorant of religion, as ol 
almost everything else, but he was not out 

of those stupid phlegmatic boors who form 
most of his class. He showed a lively and 
laudable desire to leave something behind 
him for those who had been mainly depend- 
ent for subsistence upou him. The course 

lie took to accomplish this would have been 

impossible in these days, lint it was very 
common then. I was cognizant of the mat- 

ter without either assisting or opposing it. 
The prisoner asked leave of the jailor to 
send for a surgeon, in order that lie might 
dispose of his body to him before execution; 
and his rr quest was acceded to. Mr. M— 
of our assize town accordingly had an inter- 
view with the convict; he bad a reputatioi 
more than provincial, and was exceedingly 
assiduous hi the pursuit of his darling pro 
ft-ssion. He was indeed pretty well knowi 
as a buyer of bodies, and I gnessed what In 
had come ubout wlicu I saw him leave Rob 
ert S-’s cell on the eve of the fatal day 
Re had, it seemed, given the poor fellow i 

sovereign, bat declined to have any dealing: 
with him regarding the proposed purchase 
! was rather surprised to hear this, but ask 
ed no questions about it at that time. Tin 
next day Robert S-was executed ii 

pursuance of his sentence, and buried with 
in the prison walls. He was perfectly qui 
et and self-possessed to the last, and nev< j 

appeared to me to have entertained any 

hope of escaping his fate. And yet tin 
case had been in reality quite otherwise. 

Meeting Mr. M— a few weeks after 
wards at tjie bouse of ft fflepd, he inform* 

For etU-ting all connect-i ons famed, 
Connect-i cut is fairly named! 
I twain connect in one, bnt yon 
Cut those whom I connect in two. 
Each Legislature scorns to say, 
What you connect I cut away.” 

A Heavy Couple.—Mr. nnd Mrs An- 
nin, residing near the High Bridge of the 
New Jersey Central Railroad, are supposed 
to be the largest couple in this country. 
The gentleman’s weight 700 pounds, and the 

lady's weight 500. Mr. Annin’s age is 45, 
and Mrs. Annin’s about 40. It require* 
six yards of oassiuiere for Afr. A/s pants, 
and nine yatds of cloth for a ooat. He and 
bis wife keep a public house, and are big 
enongh to "keep a hotel.” We wonder if 

they ever go abroad,—1200 lbs. is a large 
load for a common bed cord. 

Tnn Census or I860.—Every ten years 
there is a census token of the population of 
this country; nnd this being the year for 
that most important work,the United Staten 
Marshals have been notified by the Depart- 
ment at Washington to make the necessary 
preliminary arrangements therefor. The 
Marshals are to appoint deputies, who are 
to enter on their dnty on the first of June 
next, nnd each district is so arrnu 

| the enumeration p 


